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of Clytemnestra, The fortunes of the house of Atreus form
the noblest of all legends. I believe in that Destiny before
which the ancients bowed. Modern philosophy, with its
superficial discoveries, has infased into the breast of man a
spirit of scepticism; but I think that, ere long, science will
again become imaginative, and that, as we become more
profound, we may become also more credulous. Destiny is
our will, and our will is our nature. The son who inherits
the organisation of the father will be doomed to the same
fortunes as his sire; and again the mysterious matter in
which his ancestors were moulded may, in other forms, by
a necessary attraction, act upon his fate. All is mystery;
but he is a slave who will not struggle to penetrate the
dark veil.

I quitted the Morea without regret. It is covered with
Venetian memorials, no more to me a source of joy, and
bringing back to my memory a country on which I no
longer love to dwell. I cast anchor in a small but secure
harbour, and landed. I climbed a hill, from which I looked
over a plain, covered with olive woods, and skirted by
mountains. Some isolated hills, of picturesque form, rose
in the plain at a distance from the terminating range.
On one of these I beheld a magnificent temple bathed in
the sunset. At the foot of the craggy steep on which it
rested was a walled city of considerable dimensions, in front
of which rose a Doric fane of exquisite proportion, and
apparently uninjured. The violet sunset threw over this
scene a colouring becoming its loveliness, and if possible
increasing its refined character. Independently of all asso-
ciations, it was the most beautiful spectacle that had ever
passed before a vision always musing on sweet sights; yet
I could not forget that it was the bright capital of my youth-
ful dreams, the fragrant city of the Violet Crown, the fear,
the sparkling, the delicate ATHENS !